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tion" quoted Byron. <
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M'SS LAURA JEAN LIBBEY, the creator of more love romances «nd amoroussituations than any woman alive, has Just realized a romance all her
own. She has married. She is no longer Laura Jean Libbey in reality,

but the wife of Mr. Van Mater Stilwell, a Brooklyn lawyer. It was a love
match, but Miss Libbey has married a man exactly the reverse of her ideal lovers
in her numerous passion stories. As a matter of fact, Miss Libbey is not romantic.
Her romance writing is her means of livelihood. She creates her heroes to please
the large working girl clientele to which she caters.

She dislikes poetry and men who quote poetry. She was engaged four years,
but was married at three hours' notice. Her husband proposed on a Flatbush
trolley car. She was married in a dress she bought in a Fulton street store.

In an interview accorded to a representative of the Sunday Journal she maker
a frank and most interesting confession about her lovers in Action and her lover
In real life, and why she married a Brooklyn lawyer, who is in every respect just
the opposite of her popular hero, WHO LOVED BUT WAS LURED AWAY.

_ _ no vr n-nrvn SVTT WVT T, +h» novelist bride. received. mp in her

/VI boudoir. It is luxurious, but the little studio at the roar is more cou
* fidfjotial.
Thither we wended our way. Her elbows on her desk, her chin in her

plump, "bedecked and bediamonded hands," to use one of her descriptions of one

of her own heroines, Mrs. Stilweil, the creator of dramtic romances, waited

gravely to be interviewed. She was pretty and business like. She had said
"there should be perfect frankness betwen us," and there was.

Mine is a Real Love Match.
"Was yours a real love match, Miss Libbey.I mean -Mrs. Stilweil?" I began.
"O yes, I am sure it will be a long time before people get used to calling me

Stilweil," she replied. "The name Libbey is better kuowu. you know. Yes, It

was a love match. Besides, after my mother died and my sister was married
affflin the house was so lonely I just had to get married.

"A woman must cling to something stronger than she is, like the ivy about

the oak, as I have said somewhere in one of my novels."
"I notice that your heroines usually marry In a great hurry. Did you?"
"I had three hours' notice, I may say. The shortest time to prepare a

trousseau on record, wasn't it?
"You see, Mr. Stilwell had waited a long time, and when he called one afternoonat 5 o'clock and said If I didn't marry him that evening he wouldn't call

any nlore.

It Was Just Like the Marriage of "Little Rose Bud."
"I knew he meant it. ,

'

"So we were married at 8. It was just like the marriage of Little Rose Bud,
in 'Little Ilose Bud's Lovers,' you remember. He said 'Now or never,' aud
be meant It

"I didn't fancy the 'never' idea.
"What woman does? *

"And so we were married.
"The moon, you know, sees many brooks; but the brook sees only "tbe one

moon, as I have remarked somewhere."'
"You make your heroines meet their lovers in romantic places, under trees,

by the brooks, on the edge of precipices, and when they are being thrown from
horses. Did you meet Mr. Stilwell in any such way?"

I First Met Him Through a Bottle of Liniment.
"Bless my soul, uo! Tbe first titue I saw him he called on my mother with

a bottle of liniment. He said it would be sure to help her. It had done his
mother lots of good."

"The real Laura Jean Libbey heroines always receive a quick aud lasting impressionof etu-li other. Was it the shine with you and Mr. Stilwell?"
thore oo impression, of course, There art always iuipveselo.us,you know. 1 thought he looked ridiculous with the bottle of Uuimeut iu

his ML
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"It was such a big bottle that I fancied he was n veterinary surgoou.
"I didn't like to let him see mother.
"And then
"Well, really.he had whlskfers, and
"I always-did abominate ^vbiskers." \

I Admit I Do Not Admire Whiskers.
The man that lured her from literature to love wears whiskers, as you will

see from the reproduction of his photograph on this page
"But what's the use of expecting a woman to be consistent?" the authoress

of "The World Lost for Love's Sake" responded pensively.
" 'Ob, consistency, thou art a jewel,' Shakespeare moaned. You know

hriTv- If ii vmirsolf We women don't have it. I did linle whiskers. 1 hate
them yet, but love can ovelook everything, even whiskers.

"Yes, even whiskers.
"Is that, you, Mr. Stilwell?
" The gentleman you heard gliding upstairs just now wears whiskers, and
"He is Mr. Stilwell.
"But we have agreed to say nothing about his.er.face trimmings. You know

what Shakespeare says about beauty being 'only skin deep.' "

"And bis impression of you':" I inquired.
Mrs. Stilwell blushed, then laughed uneasily.

The Dawning of Oar Love.
"You are very horrid and pressing," she murmured, "but 1 v% 111 answer

you. The truth is he said he was surprised to see me so fat. He said he had
thought I was slender.

"All, well! Life Is not what it scon is. Neither are people.
"New, Mrs. Stilwell ,1s your husband like the heroes of your hooks?"

My Real Ideal Is Not My Book Ideal.
"Mod forbid!'' replied the novelist bride, and she said it with reverence,
"f have married my ideal. Bear In mind, please, that I do not say the ideal of

my books.

Why I Love Lawyers.
"I always have had a strong, secret yearning for lawyers. They are Hover fellows.I like their dry ethics, their hair-splittings, and marvel at their power of

dissimulation. When,I met a man who had all these gifts I was interested in
him. *

'He was absolutely unlike any of my heroes, a sensible, practical fellow,
'with no nonsense about him.' "

"Isn't your real lover at all like your ideal lovers.like Gerald Bornaine
in 'The Beautiful Coquette?' "

"As to the heroes of my novels in general, Mr. Stilwell isn't like them
at all, 1 fear."

"But 1 thought your ideals were romantic men, with 'big, mdbn-like eyes'
and 'droonintr silkv mustaches and a melancholy air.' "

"So tliey are, because tbe girls who read my stories.I believe nineteentwenlietbsof my readers are girls.like to read about that kind.
"As a matter of fact, if any sue!) suitors came about here I tliiuk 1 would

be dcayqrats enough to coll la the police.
"2 mem 2 would h&r*. tat my day ot suitora La orer.*
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Mr?. Stiiwell blushed and looked tenderly at the serious, bewhiskerod face
in a Kilt, frame on the plain white marble mantlepiece.

"You have bfon too busy to encourage many suitors?" I ventured.

"Encourage thern? Bless you.' Tliey didn't need encouragement. I had a

troupe of theiu, and they didn't need a second look from me."
"You are very magnetic?"
"lr tvjiu n different mnsrnettsm than mine that attracted them. It was

Mrs. Stilwell lowered her voice to a whisper."the magnetism of gold."
1 Dream end Then Write.

"I have made a little fortune, not half so large as my followers think, though,
with my pen, and my power of recalling dreams.

"For I dream most of my plots at night. Didn't you .know that? It's a fact.
I really believe my success Is due to the faculty of remembering dreams. Do you
remember what you dreamed last night? Think!"

"Something about, a schoolmaster and a ride through the woods aud a quarrel.I can't remember."
"Of <t>urso, you can't. Few people can. Now T would remember that the

schoolmaster had red hair and brown eyes, and that be made love to me on the
ride through the woods. 1 would remember that" he proposed, and that we quarrelled":

"How did Mr. Stiiwcll propose?"
flow My Husband Proposed.

"Really, now. 1 dont remember how Mr. StihVell proposed. People are too

nervous at such times to remember details."
"Hut your heroes proposed?"
"[ know it. Soraetihlng like this from "That Pretty Young Girl'- T remem!?*""

every word, for I perspired over it.' 1 always do perspire over the proposals.
They are the hardest work T uo. The hero said to the pretty girl:

" 'I hove read of the desire of the moth for the stars.the pure, bright stars

shining In the far-off heaven, far from the moth as you in your fair loveliness
and queenly grace from me. But J love you sol Gove could bridge over such
a distance as is between heaven and earth. Some men have many loves. I have
but this one. Some men worship many fair faces. I love only yours. I give you
all that a man can gh e to the woman he loves.my soul, my life.'

"If Mr. Stilwell had talked to me like that I would have rejected him. All I
remember is he talked in the same reasonable, dry, logical manner, without any
excitement whatever, just as I heard him plead a civil ease.

"I told him I wouldn't marry while my mother lived.
He said he would wait.

"And he did wait tour years, until the poor sufferer of nine weary yeats
passed on."

Hs Proposed at Hlgb Noon, at Flatbush.
"Your heroes proposed in the twilight, when they were reclining by a brou,:

aide. How did Mr. Stllwcll propose?"
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"My lover proposed to me at high noon
on a ! hit bush car. Can you imagine anythingmore prosaic? It's a long ride fro1iieBridge, and we had the car to ourselvesat the last."
"Don't the heroes of your novels fail in

love at first sight?"
"Always, but our love was the growth of

a good twelvemonth, and, to my mind, even
that is rather sudden. I believe my originalitydid dost.. me on that occasion and
that I made the current remark, 'This is
ao sudden!'
"One thing 1 do remember is that he

d'dn't quote poetry. Really, between, you
and hie, I don't care -much for poetry. M» s.t
of it is bosh, and A'1 Stllwell abhors it.
"He is absolute!: anromantic.
"He never read a novel in his iife.
"He doesn't even know the names of

mine.
Please remember that I am not romantlcmyself."
"Your heroes, 1 have uolieod. always put

their hands on their hearts when they propose.Did Jlr, Stilwell V"
"What horrid realism! I really don't

know. I didn't look at nfm. I was looking
at the new houses, hut I listened, aud I'M
confess it was rather pleasant.

"I am glad that I have followed the adviceOf my ft' d, Colonel Tom Ochiltree.
He told me ne to marry until I eared for
the man- Anu that Is really all there is
to tell, isn't it?"

"I was married in an old dress.
"I wort? a simple white orgaudie over

white silk, that I bought at a store on Fu'loostreet a .year ago for my sister's wed
ding. I really hadn't time to prepare anything.Jt was ali M''. Stilwell's fault. He
was so imyanum.

"Will you coiue down and have a glass
of port and an oyster stew? No? Wall,
good night." AE*A PATTERSON,


